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Summary: Isabel is just trying to make it through initiation without 
getting in trouble. But she learns that people aren't always what 
they seem to be. And she learns it the hard way. 


1 . Chapter 1 


1 

It's no surprise to anyone when you choose the faction you were born 
in. It ' s no surprise to anyone as I stand there and let my blood drip 
into the Dauntless decision. Why? Because of the aptitude test? 
Because this is who I truly am? I don't know. I've been trained for 
Dauntless and I don't really know how to be anything else. It's the 
only thing I know. Everyone I know is watching me. 

"Dauntless . " 

Do I feel nervous? No. Certainly not. I feel bored. I return to my 
seat and wait as the rest of the ceremony takes place. My head pops 
up when the stiff chooses Dauntless. It's almost laughable. But I 
keep my mouth shut. To each their own. I guess. I watch her walk to 
us. I do not stand and welcome her. I ignore her as she sits right 
next to me. 

"Hi." She says. I turn my head and look at her. I give her only a 
nod . 

"Isabel." I hear my name and look to the left. He is waiting for me. 
My father. I go to him and his hand grabs the back of my neck making 
me watch my feet as we walk out. 

I am the worst fighter in my family. I can't throw a knife to safe my 
life. I should have that on a shirt as a warning. My father knows 
this too. But I chose to stay in Dauntless because I honestly _don't 
_know how to do anything else. I'm an embarrassment. I thought about 
leaving, I'm sure everyone does even if they don't admit it. 



My father stands at the side of the mat as I'm slammed down on my 
back. The air rushes from my lungs and I push my legs up and twist, 
bringing my body back over my opponent. Which just so happens to be 
my brother. I clench my teeth as I pull, digging my boots into his 
ribs. My flexibility is only alarming to those that haven't seen it. 

I break free from Ivan's grip and fall backwards. I feel all their 
eyes on me. I'm not supposed to look at the other initiates, but 
still my eyes wander at times. 

"Faster, Isa." My father snaps and I jerk back slamming my elbow at 
Ivan's face he blocks it and we move across the mat. Me pursuing him. 
"Isa!" He barks again, coming up onto the mat and slaps his cane at 
my shoulder. I don't flinch at the loud crack. "Put your foot back 
and straighten your shoulders!" He continues to shout orders at 
me . 

I do as I'm told and glance at the other initiates that get to train 
like normal. The cane smacks my shoulder once more and I look back to 
Ivan. He's watching again. Four. Look away, you idiot. He always 
watches with concern. I hate it. I think that's probably the only 
thing I'm good at. Hating stuff. And people. 

Ivan moves forward and I miscalculate his step, his elbow smacks me 
right in the nose and I involuntarily cry out. I hold my hand to my 
face as my eyes water. Fuck. Anger springs through me and I tackle 
Ivan onto the mat, he laughs as I hit at him. 

"Fucker!" I growl. 

"Enough!" Father says, Ivan's laughter only makes me angrier. 
"Isabel!" The cane smacks me in the arm and I get up. It doesn't even 
smart anymore. "Knives." 

"Yes, sir." I wipe at my nose with the back of my sleeve and shoot 
Ivan a dirty look before I walk away. I ignore the pain in my left 
hip where he kicked me earlier. Fucking asshole. I hate when my 
brother is my sparring partner. But I guess it's better than having 
my other brother do it. He's harder than Ivan is on me. The blood 
finally stops as I lean against the table with my head back; I stare 
up at the ceiling as I hold the knife in my hand. I would like 
nothing more than to see the look on Ivan's face if I threw it at 
him. If only I could hit the target. 


"Again? " 


I look over at Eric setting knives on the table. I didn't even hear 
him. I am guessing he's talking about the blood on my face from Ivan 
being an asshole. 

"Yeah." I mumble as I tap my finger on the tip of the blade. I watch 
my father and brother talking at the door. Ivan is getting ready to 
head to the fence. My father will probably go back home and continue 
to sit in denial about his declining health. He's getting meaner 
every day. He looks at me as he stands in the doorway, he knows I'm 
going to fail. I'm going to be factionless. I let my eyes fall to the 
floor a few feet in front of me. 



"Looks like you're ours for a little while." Eric says and I glance 
at him as he looks over his shoulder at my father leaving. 


"I guess soa€ 1 " I murmur as I look down at the blade. 

"Throw it." Eric says. I look over at him, "Throw the knife." 

I turn around and face the targets. He's going to laugh. I throw the 
knife and it sticks two inches from the target. As always. 

"Again. Throw another." He orders. 

I throw fifteen knives and only one hits the target but just barely. 
With every throw I get more upset because all I can hear is _useless 
girl_. "I can't do this." I whisper to myself as I pick up another 
knife . 

"You _will _do this. Hit the target." Eric snaps. I look at him. What 
did I do to make _him _mad? I throw another knife and it doesn't even 
stick, it clatters to the floor. I hear Eour talking as he leads the 
other initiates over. Anxiety floods through me. I step aside and let 
them take their places. Eric grabs my arm, "You're not done." He 
shoves a knifea€" handle firsta€" into my hand, "Eucking hit that 
target or you're as useless as your father thinks you are." 

His words only anger me. I jerk my arm out of his grip and fling the 
knife at a target. It hits dead center. Oh my god. I almost jump up 
and down with excitement, but I keep it concealed. I don't need to 
look like a bigger idiot than usual. 

"Look at them." He whispers. I glance over at the others throwing. 
None of their knives are sticking. "You gonna let them pass you in 
rankings ? " 

" No . " I mumb 1 e . 

"You're the least embarrassing initiate standing here." He says. 
That's probably the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me. A loud 
ruckus fills the air as the Dauntless born come running in. They're 
all smiles or glares. Some are laughing. I feel a little better 
seeing them. 

"Can I?" I look at Eric. 

"Scram." He nods his head and I go to join them. I feel comfortable 
with them. These ones are my friends. Emily waves and slaps Evis on 
the shoulder. They both approach me. 

"Daddy let you out early today, huh?" Emily laughs. I feel the heat 
in my face but I don't say anything. "Is he going to let you join us 
like normal people?" 

"I don't know." I roll my eyes with a fake laugh. 

"Look at them." Evis mumbles. He's watching the transfers. He's 
particularly judgmental about them. "They're all pathetic. Transfers 
are always weaker." 

I think Evis is wrong about transfers being weaker. If anything 
they're more determined the Dauntless-born. They're not cocky and 



they're really trying. 


I look at Eric. He was a transfer. And Four. They're a couple of the 
best Dauntless here. Evis shares my father's mentality about faction 
purity. It ' sa€ 1 weird. The door slams shut and we all turn to see 
Ian. He'sa€l built like an ox. He's as mean as he looks. He's also my 
oldest brother. His eyes meet mine and I almost hide behind Emily. 

His shirt is too fucking small for his arms. He's more malicious than 
Ivan and he'd drag me across the floor by my hair if he could make me 
an example for anything. 

"Isa get on the mat." Ian says, I drag myself up there. Fuck. I've 
already done this today, Iana€l "Henry. On the mat." 

Henry?! I look over at the six foot something fucking fucker fuck. 

I'm going to die. I'm gonna fuckin' die. Henry is slightly 
cross-eyed. I'm not gonna lie it doesn't add to his intelligence at 
all. He kind of exudes lack of original thought. 

"Start." Ian barks. I raise my arms and shake my head looking up at 
this monstrosity. I don't make a huge dent in hurting Henrya€ 1 no one 
really does. It only takes one good hard hit from him to knock me 
sideways. I fall and try to get to my feet beforea€"nope, he kicks me 
and I am flung across the mat like a rodent. 

I suck in short, painful breaths as Henry walks towards me. I manage 
to roll onto my back and stare up at him. There is no logical way to 
bring him down. I have no advantage on him. I think he might've 
cracked one of my ribs with his foot. 

"Come on, Isa." Ian says, "You're better than just lying there." 

I'm nota€ 1 I'm really not. I already know I'm going to lose this 
fight. I get up. Oha€ 1 I get up slowly. 

"Henry, stop being nice to her." Ian orders. Henry follows every 
command Ian gives him, "Grab her by the throat, " I try to back away 
but I'm yanked forward, "Lift her up," I grip his hands with mine as 
my feet leave the mat. "Kill her, Henry." What the fuck?! His hands 
begin to tighten and I react; I kick, whatever I can. It's so 
unexpected that his grip falters and I fall to the mat. He lumbers 
after me and I scoot backwards trying to reach the edge of the mat. 
I've closed my eyes and am awaiting his foot to my face. 

"Henry, stop." Ian says. I look at Ian. 

"Are you fucking crazy?" I snap at Ian. 

"I might be." Ian says. Might. Maybe. Perhaps. He turns away from me, 
"Next fighters. Emily anda€ 1 Trav." 

I stumble off the mat and sit down on the ground. Ian did that on 
purpose. He and my father love to embarrass me. I'm so mad right now. 
If I fall in rankings it isn't going to be because I didn't do good 
enough it'll be because my brother fucking with me. I know it's not 
suppose to matter to us whether we fail or not, but I don't want to 
be factionless. 


"Isaac 1 " 



"What?" I look up at Ian. 

"You're dismissed." 

"Of course I ama€ 1 " I mumble as I get to my feet. I leave the 
training area and storm down the hallway. I kind of just lose it in 
the hallway. I know I've just fallen even further in rankings. Ian 
wants to push me out. He wants me to fail. 

I think about the factionless. They search for warm places to sleep. 
They're fucking wastes of spacea€ 1 They're useless. I set my hand on 
my side as I try to get a deep breath. Oh fuck, I'm going to fail. 
It's only been two weeks and I'm going to fail. I drag a hand through 
my pale hair and try to keep myself from hyperventilating. It's hard. 
I'm going to be factionless. Live the rest of a very short life in 
pure embarrassment and starvat iona€ 1 

"What are you panicking about?" 

I turn around and see Eric. 

"I'm not panicking. I'm fine." I say with a surprisingly level 
tone . 

"You were hyperventilating." He narrows his eyes. 

"Was not." I raise my chin a fraction and try to be 
convincing . 

"You're a horrible liar." He whispers. 

I want to say something, but I don't even know what I would say. Eric 
looks down at his boots then back to me as he steps closer. 

"Okay, come back here tonight. After dinner." 

"I'm not allowed outa€"" 

"Eind a fucking way out then." He snaps quietly. He looks down the 
hallway momentarily then looks back to me. "I'll show you how to take 
down someone like Henry." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah. Now go away." 


2 . Chapter 2 


2 

I'm not going to bother asking my father if I can go back after 
dinner. He doesn't permit me to eat in the cafeteria with everyone 
else and he doesn't let me out after 8:30. I don't know why. He let's 
Ian and Ivan eat there and go where ever they want. I push my food 
around on my plate with my fork. I don't know why the rules don't 
apply to me. Initiates aren't supposed to be with their families but 
somehow my father has pulled strings with Max. 


"How did the rest of your training go?" My father asks. I look up at 



him from across the table. 


"It was f ine . " 

"Ian said that you gave up." 

Why the fuck does he ask if he already knows? He wants me to condemn 
myself . 

"I'll do better tomorrow." I probably wont. I spear a vegetable with 
my fork and bring it to my lips. He watches me as I take the bite and 
he studies my face carefully. I think for a moment to tell him that 
Eric has offered to help me, but I already know what he'll say. He 
doesn't like Eric. That's an understatement. He despises any 
transfers. _Impure_. But he seems to hate Eric the most because he's 
a leader. 

After dinner I go to my room. It's nearly nine o'clock. I sit on my 
bed and wait a little while and then come out silently. I step 
carefully down the hallway and hear my father snoring in his chair 
with a book on his lap. I'm very careful when I grab my jacket by the 
door and put it on, pull my hood up to hide my blonde hair. I don't 
want anyone to see me. _Especially _Ian. 

I slip past the pit and go for the training area. It's dark when I 
step inside. 

"Eric?" I whisper as I look around. I hope I'm not too late. I step a 
little further and squint trying to see in the dark. 

"Eric?" 

"Boo . " 

"Holy fua€"" I jump as I turn around. "What is wrong with you?" I 
hiss. I can barely see his face. 

"You're late." He whispers. 

"I came as soon as I could." I'm grouchy now. Thanks a lot. My eyes 
adjust slowly and I look up at him. I think he's smirking. Some kind 
of quiet triumph in scaring me? I don't know. 

"Come." He walks off and I follow him to a mat. "Get up there." He 
disappears for a minute and then the light above casts a halo of 
light around me. 

"The thing about Henry," Eric steps up onto the mat. "IsaClhe's 
fucking _massive_. You have to use his weight against him." Eric 
looks at me. 

"How do I do that?" I ask. 
a€ 1 

Eor ten or fifteen minutes Eric has me try to hit him, he grabs my 
arm and pulls me making me slam to the mat with little effort on his 
part. "When Henry comes towards you, grab him and pull him to youa€ 1 " 
Eric pulls me up and demonstrates again but slower. His hands fold my 
fingers to form my fist and he puts my arm up like I'm in mid punch. 
"Eor somebody as small as you, using others' bodies against 



themselves will be more efficient than wasting your energy trying to 
fend them off or beat them with force." 

I've seen Eric fight. He doesn't have to use other's weight against 
them. I watch his hands carefully. They have bloodied others easily. 
But his fingers hold my wrists with a delicate grasp. He shows me a 
number of things my own father and brothers haven't. 

"I guarantee you could make Four scream like a little girl if you did 
this to hima€ 1 " He has my arm behind me and my hand is folded 
uncomfortably, he lifts my palm up I can feel the twinge in my arm. 
It's all I can focus on. Eric pushes me and I fall forward. "Not that 
you'll ever catch that little bastard to try it." 

I stare at the mat between my hands, I get the feeling that Eric 
doesn't like Four very much. 

"Ivan is using his height against you by the waya€ 1 " he says, "Get 


I get to my feet and turn to face him half expecting some insult 
about how I'm not ever going to make it. It's Ian's custom to remind 
me every time I fall down. But Eric doesn't say it. 

"I'm going to knock you flat on your back. Unless you stop me before 
I do." He says as he steps toward me and I block a hit but I don't 
even see his next move; his elbow hits the center of my back and I 
stumble forward breathlessly. I stay on my feet and he throws a 
punch, I do what he tells me and somehow get his arm behind 
him . 

"Now what?" I ask. 

"What do you think? Fucking bring me to my knees." 
a€ 1 

Eric walks me through multiple scenarios, I always end up on the mat 
first then he shows me how to counter it. 

"Okay." He finally says, "Let's see where you're at." He slips his 
jacket off and tosses it to the side. I suddenly feel like running 
away as I look at his arms. That's a lot of muscle. 

I've mastered getting out of the way over the years, in fact, that's 
how I've survived Ivan but we're not supposed to get out of the way. 
We're supposed to be a driving force. That's what my father says 
anyways. As Eric throws and jabs I can only think to get the fuck out 
of his way. Every movement of mine is the formative parallel to 
his . 

"Find an opening, Isa." he mumbles as he brings his elbow forward. I 
barely dodge it. 

"Can't you slow down a little?" I sweep his arm to the side but fail 
to grab it. 

"No." He hits faster, "you're only avoiding." 


"I'm hoping you'll tire out." I step sideways. 



"I'm not even being hands on, right now." He grabs my shirt and jerks 
me back, "I'll be hands on." He raises his eyebrows and looks like 
he's about to have some fun. 

His fingers curl into the collar of my jacket, "You can not remain 
neutral in a fight," He whispers and lifts me. I see Henry in my mind 
and feel his hands around my throat. Eric doesn't waste time and 
slams me down to the mat. I catch his hand before he can hit me but 
I'm not strong enough to stifle his momentum only steer it away from 
my face. 

"That's good." He whispers, "But you're still under me. I'm still the 
one in charge. I have your legs," He closes his knees and my legs are 
locked between his. His hands slam my arms against the mat and I look 
up at him. "Think. What are you going to do?" 

_What are you going to do, runt? _I hear Ian's voice in my head. 

"I can't do anything." I shake my head. 

"Wrong." He snaps. "You can always do something as long as you're 
awake. You think I'm going to hold your arms for long? I need to hit 
you, don't I?" 

"I'd rather you didn't." 

He rolls his eyes and lifts one hand as if to hit me, he holds his 
fist back. "Now what?" He asks, "Don't block or redirect. Do 
something. You need to get away from me. Get off your back." 

I move my legs, my right leg comes free up until my foot gets caught 
between his legs. I turn my body over and tuck under his arm that is 
holding onto my other arm breaking his grip. He shifts his weight to 
stay on top of me but I reach down and grab his pant leg and pull up. 
He becomes distracted with that and I manage to roll out from under 
him. He grabs at my waist and pulls me back though, I pull against 
him but he's stronger. The side of my face hits the mat and his hands 
hold my wrists down. 

"Not bad." He mumbles. "I don't ever want to see someone get you on 
your back. Do you understand?" 

"Yes, sir." I huff. 

"But this isn't any better." He says, "you should always try to 
remain upright or on top of your opponent." 

"I figured as much." I stare at his hand. His weight lifts and I turn 
over and look up at him. 

He nods thoughtfully as he gets to his feet. I watch him walk to his 
jacket and pick it up checking something inside his pocket. "That's 
enough for tonight." 

He walks to me and offers his hand. I take it. 

"Tomorrow we'll work on throwing knives. You're embarrassing to 
watch." He shakes his head slightly as he shrugs his jacket on. "Try 
not to be late again." 



He walks away and the light goes off above me. 
a€ 1 

I enter back into our family apartment without detection. When I get 
to my room I lock the door behind me. I was only gone for two hours 
but it feels like I was gone for five. I get undressed, climb into 
bed and set my alarm. I think if I can retain most of what Eric told 
me tonight and practice it I'll be okay in the upcoming weeks. 
Hopefully . 

I feel like I'm only asleep for ten minutes when my alarm sounds; I 
turn it off and crawl out of bed. My body is sore. Especially the 
center of my back. When I get into the bathroom I start the shower, 
pull my shirt off and glance in the mirror. There's a nasty bruise in 
the center. Eric really hit me hard. 

I want to stand in the shower forever. It's warm and I can be alone. 
But a fist pounds on the door and I hear Ivan shout at me to get out. 
I quietly flip him off from the sanctity of the shower. He'll never 
know . 

After I've dressed I take a seat at the kitchen table and eat quietly 
while my father drinks his coffee. 

"Ian will take you this morning. I have other matters to attend." He 
says. My stomach bottoms out and I look down at my food. I'm not 
hungry anymore. Ian comes into the kitchen and sits down at the 
table. He eyes me suspiciously and I narrow my eyes back at 
him. 

"You done eating?" he asks. 

"Yeah. " 

Ian and I head out. 

He doesn't say anything to me as we walk and I keep my guard up 
because he usually pulls some stupid shit like pushing me into the 
wall unexpectedly. He doesn't do anything. This is weird. He opens 
the door to the training area for me and I watch him for a moment. He 
raises his eyebrows silently telling me to hurry up so I walk 
through. Ian puts his foot out just in time for me to trip over it 
and into the room. A small squeak escapes me as I fall to the 
floor . 

"Ian, you ass." I mumble as I push myself up. He only laughs. 

"Get up, runt." Ian smacks the back of my head as he walks past me. 
Runt. He's called me runt since I was little. I see Eric and Eour 
standing talking to one another as I follow Ian to a mat and he 
beckons me to come up into the center with him. I don't stand too 
close to him because Ian is quiet. He doesn't ever give warning or 
let me know when an exercise has started. He reaches out and lifts my 
arms to my sides. 

"You are so puny." He whispers. "Why do you keep trying?" 

"You're just mad because you wanted another little brothera€ 1 " I 



say . 


"Yeah. You would've been better if you were a boy." 

"But I'm smarter than you and I'm a girl." I whisper. 

His hand whips across my face fiercely and I stumble sideways. No 
warning. Ian has always taken great pleasure in overpowering me. His 
foot plants firmly on my hip as I try to recover and he shoves me. I 
fall to the mat and get back up almost just as fast. Okay. Wait. 
Weight. Use his weight. Against him. As Ian comes toward me I forget 
what I'm suppose to do and try to block instead. Reflex? 

His arms slam against me and I duck to dodge him. 

Oh my god what did Eric tell me to do? How do I use Ian's weight 
against him? I look around as if I'll see a clue somewhere. My gaze 
meets Eric's and his eyes narrow. _Pull him towards you_. Pull him 
towards me! Euck. I turn to Ian again just as he throws a punch and I 
grab his arm as his body moves forward and I pull him. He stumbles 
past me. I don't keep hold of him but he does fall to his hands and 
knees. I can't believe I did that. 

"What's the matter, Ian? Did you trip?" I ask. 

He looks up at me in disbelief. Thena€ 1 anger. 

Oh shit . 

He bounds up off the mat with a barrage of hits that are too much for 
me to handle and I can only defend myself with keeping my arms up. He 
whacks my ribs and just goes past any training level because I've 
angered him. I try to deflect his hits but he grabs my shirt and 
yanks me around him. I slide across a few feet and manage to get back 
up . 

"Are you angry, Ian?" I huff. He glares at me. I've taken so many 
hits from him since I was ten. 

He stands up and looks over at Eour and Eric but I keep my eyes on 
him. He wants me to look over but I don't. 

"You run your mouth too much, runt." Ian whispers, he steps to me and 
curls his fist into the collar of my shirt. I look between his eyes 
and don't flinch as he pulls his fist back. 

"You aren't training her." I hear, "You're attacking her without any 
explanation as to how she should stop you." I look over at Eour. 
Silently, I plead for him to not say anything else. Eric is walking 
away. But Eour is standing there thinking he's helping. Ian looks at 
Eour like he's a piece of trash. And to Ian he is. 

"You just mind your own business. Three." Ian says. I honestly 
wouldn't mind seeing Eour beat the shit out of Ian. Actually, I hope 
for it. "I'll teach my sister how I want to teach her." 

"She isn't going to learn anything that way." Eour says. 

"Eour. It's okay." I say. I have spoken out of line. Ian's head snaps 
to me and I look at him. 



"Who said you could talk?" Ian steps forward making me step back. I 
bring my arm up between us and sweep his hand off me. 

"I'll talk when I want to talk, Ian." I say, "Just because dad put 
you in charge doesn't mean you get to boss me around with every 
aspect of my life." 

I've never _really _stood up to him before. I feel empowered. But 
mostly I feel scared. I watch his jaw tighten as he nods and looks 
between Four and I . He turns away from me but then comes back and 
hits me so hard, my teeth clack together painfully and I stumble off 
of the mat and fall onto my back. Whacking the back of my head on the 
concrete . 

"Maybe that'll teach you to respect the men around you." Ian spits. 
"Runt . " 

"You're not a man, Ian." I half gasp half laugh as I stare up at the 
ceiling, "you're just a brother!" I should stop talking, Ian starts 
towards me but Four steps between us. 

My head is throbbing as I try to sit up, a hand flattens on my back 
and pulls me to sit. Holy shit. I did not see that coming. My jaw 
squeaks as I move it slowly. Ian is storming off and I only now 
realize it's Eric that has helped me sit up. Blood begins to fill my 
mouth, "Oh fuck me." I mumble as it drips down my chin. The taste 
makes me feel sick. 

"Four, she needs a bucket or a rag." Eric says. 

Eour hurries off and I can't sit up straight any longer. I sway to 
the side but Eric pulls my arm and I come the other way. 

"Noa€ 1 " I whine, "Just let me die." I close my eyes tight as the 
throbbing in my head intensifies. 

"He shouldn't be in charge of you." Eric whispers, my thoughts are 
all very liquid as he tips my chin up to check my eyes. "You might 
have a concussion. I'll take you to the infirmary." 

"Don't be silly." I smile, blood spills over my bottom lip, "I'm 
fine. Just let me lie here for a fewa€ 1 days?" 

"You definitely have a concussion." He whispers. 

He takes the small bucket from Eour and holds it in front of me to 
let the blood drip into it. I have to walk with my arm around his 
neck or else he'll just have to drag me. 

"I'm sorry." I murmur through the blood as we move slowly. "I tried 
to do what you taught mea€ 1 " 

"You did fine. You got him." 

"Yet, here I am. _Bleeding_. " I think I might be a little loopy. Just 
a little. I giggle, "this is so much blood." 

I'm helped up onto a cot in the infirmary and continue to spit blood 
into the bucket. I sit there for about thirty minutes while they make 



me follow a light with my eyes, then see if I can walk straight 
without any help. They check my teeth and surprisingly none of them 
are loose or chipped. 

"She'll be fine. I gave her a pain killer for the headache and she 
should be able to continue with training for today. But maybe nothing 
more with hittinga€l" 

I've been staring at the wall watching the paint swirl in my vision 
while Eric talks to the doctor. I either have a really bad concussion 
or this pain killer is awesomea€ 1 

"Isabel, I'll be back in about twenty minutes to get you." Eric says. 
I nod because my mouth is full of gauze. 

I wait patiently. I watch the paint. Eric doesn't come back. 

The infirmary door opens and I look over at my father. The level of 
disdain in his eyes would normally bother me but I think I'm 
medicated enough not to care. 

"Ian said you were being a smart-mouth." He says. I look at him and 
for a second I have no idea if I'm glaring or not. "You need to learn 
your place. Stop being so foolish. You keep your mouth shut and do as 
your told . " 

_That ' s funny because Ian never tells me anything! _I scream 
internally . 

"You will go up for your gun training with Ivan then get lunch in the 
cafeteria and report back to the training room for knives." 

I get to eat in the cafeteria? I slide off the cot and go. 

Ivan is waiting for me on the roofs by himself. He shakes his head 
when he sees me and I let my eyes drop to the ground as I approach. 
I've had enough condescending looks for the day. He hands me the gun 
and goes through his spiel about gun safety. I remember all of it 
from every other time he's told me. That hasn't improved my aim 
though . 

I hold the gun up and look at the target. I got this. I try to give 
myself a little pep talk. I pull the trigger and it grazes the 
shoulder of the target. The kick of the gun sends a throb through my 
skull . 

"Wow." Ivan mumbles. "You almost got it that time." I ignore him and 
keep practicing. I hit the target twice but not where I was aiming; 
it isn't impressive when considering the amount of shots fired in 
all . 

When I finish with Ivan I walk down to the cafeteria. It's full. The 
crowd makes me nervous. Not a lot of Dauntless have Agoraphobiaa€ 1 
actually I think I'm the only one. Now the thought of eating in the 
family apartment doesn't seem like such a bad idea. I grab a seat at 
the end of a table that is, for the most part, deserted and I put 
some food on the tray. When I take a bite my mouth hurts and I taste 
blood again. Euckinga€ 1 can ' t even eat now. I set the food down and 
stare at it. My stomach growls and I try again but it just isn't 
going to happen. I won't be able to stomach bloody tasting food for 



long . 


I leave my tray and head back to the training room. I hate 
Ian . 

There is no one there when I arrive. How convenient. I throw knife 
after knife as I feel sorry for myself. I think my hunger is just 
making me pathetic. I didn't get to eat breakfast because of Ian and 
I didn't get to eat lunch because of him. I wonder how dinner is 
going to go. I remember that Eric wants me to come back tonight to 
practice throwing. My mood lightens a little bit. At least he doesn't 
call me runt. 

I'm beginning to feel shaky as I stand here. I wish I could eat 
something. The pain in my jaw just wrecks my appetite though. I start 
to feel dizzy so I set the knife down and hold onto the table. 

"Keep throwing, initiate." Eric says. I look to my left and see him 
carrying a box into the storage room. I'm starving, Eric. I'm going 
to throw this knife right into my own forehead if I don't eat 
something. I pick the blade up and throw it at the wall. I might as 
well have just thrown a butter knife. It clinks on the floor. I reach 
for another knife. 

Euck. I look down at the cut on the side of my finger. Goddamn. Holy 
shitfuck. It burns. Why does it burn? 

I'm so fucking accident prone it's disgusting. I go over to the first 
aid cabinet and pull it open but I pull it too rough and the box 
above topples off. I try to catch it but that never works and 
bandages go everywhere. I start putting them back as Eric comes out 
of the storage room. I see something tucked inside the box and I pick 
it up. It all happens in the blink of an eye. I pick it up. It looks 
like a gun. But it's thinner. 

"Isabel, careful with thaa€"" 

I accidentally pull the trigger and it shoots. I jump at the 
agonizing yell as Eour is on the ground, the file of paperwork he was 
carrying is scattered around him; he pulls the tiny dart out of the 
back of his thigh. I drop the little gun and cover my mouth with my 
hands. Oh my god. I look to Eric with wide eyes. 

"I'm sorrya€ 1 " I say as I get up. Eour has rolled onto his back and 
is staring up at the ceiling like he hates his job. Eric is laughing. 
And I just stand there. "I'm sorry, Eour." 

"Don't talka€ 1 " Eour snaps. "Don't say anything." 


End 
f ile . 



